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f PREFATORY SONNET. 

! ■ ■ 

Jbhupa sat upon the hot wayside, 

And by him passed the Christ : Jehuda, poor, 

Decrepit, was as one who at the door 

Sits ever, and there waits on time and tide. 

" Jehuda," said the Christ, " why dost thou bide 
So idly by the way, and nothing do 
^ But sit and gaze upon the toiling crew? 

God gives to none to rest in sloth and pride !** 

'' Sire," said Jehuda, lifting helpless hands, 
" Not mine to work as others ; but I love 
The sad and toiling people, and would swell 
Their joy by moving those with gold and lands 
To loving-kindness with the hapless drove.'* 
) Then said the Christ : " Jehuda, tHou dost well 1" 
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PRELUDE. 

Out in the meadows the bright flowers grow> 

m the meadows, 
And the birds sing. 
"The poppiesy and daisies, and cornflower blow 

in ihe meadows, 
The soft south' wind waves the wheat to and fro, 
All that lives and breathes out there seems to know 
Of the Great Good God who made things so, 

in the meadows, 
Where the birds sing. 
There's joy in the air, . 

Tpiere's peace everywhere, 
In the lanes, on the leas, 

By hedgerows, 'ueath trees, 

and in the nieadows 
Where the birds smg. 
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vi Prelude. 

Up in the city the meadow flowers fade, 

in the city, 
Where the fog reigns. 
All is dirty, and foggy, and rainy, and shade 

in the <ity. 
All that's lonely and pure, all Earth's beauty seems 

made 
To be sesit to the city to sink aiid degrade; 
No sweet country thoughts, all is swallowed by 
tradc^ 

in the city, 
Where the fog reigns. 
Fog and smoke everywhere. 
There's weariness there. 
In the alleys and streets* 

On each face that one meets 

in the city, 
Where the fog reigns ! 

LondoTiy 1882, 
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ON THE ROAt) ! 

A KOBTHBRLT Wind and a sky of grey, 
And a road all ooY&ted with snov to-daj; 
A biting blast from the northern sky, 
That jeers and sneers as we make oar way ! 

Along the hedgerow, leafless and brown, 
Shivering beneath cold wiiiter^s frown ; 

In tatters, and rags, and solelesa fl^oes, 
Trudging along to the distant town. 

Shelter and war^h we tramps have none, 
And heat donH cdme from the winter's sun ; 
The little birds twitter and quickly fly, 
The foxes and weasels away from us Fan 1 

Nobody stops to ask after our health, 
We creep along just as if by stealth ; 

And long for the lights and streets of tow9, 
Where we envy the bright happy homes of wealth. 

Silently Jiave we to bear our load 
Impelled by Pooerty*s merciless goad; 

HopdesSy and homelessy and lovieless too, 
Wanderers ever, we're " On the Boad /" . 

Winter and summer, autumn and spring, 
£vt'r the same sad song we sing ; 

Now 'neath a hedgerow, now in a wood, 
And often t|ie workhouse beU we ring. 
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I%e Land of Plenty to Eat. 

Forward, ay« forward, never at rest ! 
Kerer by aof t lurnds of lore oareaaed ; 

Onward, aye onward, together, alone f 
By penary ouraed, by charity blest. 

Ragged, and dirty, oareless, forlorn, 
DismiJBsed from eadii door with pitiless scorn I 

Vagabonds, ontoists, the road is our home. 
The long, long road, with our footmarks worn ! 

Each bird to its nest may nightly come, 
Each animal finds for itself a home ; 

Bat we most for ever onward moye, 
No rest for as, along we most roam I 

Silently we must hear oitr load^ 
Impelled by Poverty* s merciless goad ; 

Hopeless^ and homeless^ and loveless too^ 
Wanderers ever^ weWe ^^ On the RoadP^ 

PfiUaddphiaj 1883. 



THE LAND OF PLENTY TO EAT. 

Plenty to eat I Plenty to eat ! 

I've been in the land where there's plenty to eat I 

Nessy sit up, and very still keep, 

And m tell you what sweet things IVe seen in my sleep. 
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The Land of Plenty to Eat. 3 

'^was a beautiful place : there was grass ; there yrere 

trees 
That swayed to and fro in the whispering breeze ; 
There were birds; there were flowers, so lovely and faiB, 
And the fragrance they shed was a joy in the aii* ; 
And the birds sang so sweetly — ^the thrash in the cage, 
That sang at our street-end its pain to assuage — 
Not half so entrancing as those that you greet 
Everywhere in that land where there's plenty to eat. 

And so large is that land ! and so gentle the folk I 
So joyful their laughter — so pleasant their talk ! 
They never get old, and they never grow gray : 
I really believe they are children alway : 
No school ma'am to scold them, no p'liceman to frown, 
^ As he does when we look through the rails in the town, 
Where the rich people play at their games on the grass 
Till the watchman has lighted the stars and the gas. 
No, nothing at all but just play all the day — 
Play house and play school, play sing, and e'en pray-— 
That, oh, but the time is so pleasant and fleet 
Ih that beautiful land where there's plenty to eat. 

I stood quite apart, and I held down my head ; 
I thought they might drive me away, but instead, 
They welcomed me all with such joy and delight^ 
^ I soon was at home in that country — quite. 
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i I%$ Land of PlpOif to J^. 

They asked me what made me so thin and so pale. 

And I told them, dear Nessy, our sorrowful tale : 

How fether had died, and mbt^er^^s^ weal^-*^ 

Had toiled and toiled our living to seek : 

How we often went bare, and hungry oft, 

And how mamma grew thinner and paler and coughed ; 

And we had no fire, and we had no bread. 

And at last mamma lay on the hearthstone dead. 

And they brought us here. — I had oft to repeat 

My story to those who have plenty to eat. 

They hardly believed such a land there could be, 

And some of them wanted that country to see ; 

For they said it must sure be a heathenish place 

That had never known ought of God's mercy or grace ; 

And their eyes filled with tears whenever I told 

How people with us die of hunger and cold. 

Don't they know, one would ask, that God has made all. 

And that without Him no grass-blade so small, 

No kernel of nut, no ear of com, 

Can ever the fields or the hedgerows adorn ? 

His moistening dew. His kindling sun — 

Without them man's labour is vainly begun. 

At least so they think— all those whom you meet — 

In that beautiful land where there's plenty tQ eat ! 
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Tk4 Land of Plen^ to Eat. $ 

Bnt one little mite threw his head iti the air— 

(Oh, such clustering locks "bout a forehead so fair 

Had he, that not tnakiy eould with him compare !) 

And his sunn}^ ht&mx efs^ flitobed indignant as there 

He stood with his little hand lifted on high, 

And he cried with a voice that made echo reply I 

^' Let us go in our thousands and conquer this land, 

And put to the sword this tyrannous band. 

That with plenty to eat let little ones die 

Of hunger and cold !" And many cried, " Aye, 

Let us go I let us go T' And I thought they would come, 

With horses and cannon, and trumpet, and drum. 

And decapitate those 

Who hever wear aught but go-to-church clothes. 

But a bright little maiden with cherry round mouth-^ 
She might p'rhaps have been of ten summers* growth-r- 
Stepped forward and said : ** No, let us go forth. 
In legions and legions, to east, west, and north^ 
And teach these poor heathenis the Word of the Lord ; 
^were better by far than them put to the swcHrd. 

Lei us teach them — 'tis plain they are not without mind 
If this little maiden is one of their kind — 
That doctors should cure when poor people cough, 
And the earth is the Lord's and the fulness thereof ^ 
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fi The Land of Plenty to EaL 

We would make to them known 

That the Crown 

Of manhood is ever the young^s part to take, 

And the force of misfortune on misery break. 

Thfey will not discredit our teaching an hour; 

The rich will pour out all their wealth in a shower^ 

And from east, west, and north 

One cry will go forth, 
The hunger pain now is unknown in the earth !'* 

Then the others agreed to this plan with acclaim^ 
And bands were enlisted with leaders of name, 
And rules were indited our legions to guide, 
And we bound our bright badges upon us with pride 
For I must be one of that wonderful band 
Going forth to conquer with blessings this land — 
And a thrill of delight ran all through my heart 
As I thought of the joy we were going to impart. 

And the suffering stay. 

And the tears wipe away 
Of children, and mothers who work to get bread,t 
And working and starving, fall helpless and dead. 

Then, as 1 looked round on our beauteous hosts,, 
I thought, dear, cf you, 
And hither I flew 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



An Himgered. 

To carry you back to these wondorfal coasts. 

Where there's plenty to eat and plenty to wear. 

And tiie f aQB is not known that is burthened with' care. 

'Tis no dream that I tell— 

I know it foil well : 
I saw it, I felt it, I know it ; and hark ! 
I hear their drums beating out in the dark ! 
Get ready, dear sister — ^they come — ^they are here ! 
Lo, on the hill-side their banners appear — 
Banners, and stars, and numberless feet — 
'Tis the hosts of the land of plenty to eat ! 
Parii. 

AN HUNGERED. 

Tell you my story, sir? Well, I don't mind; 
It won't take me loQg, and you've been very kind 
To give me this feed : it's the first that I've had 
Since yesterday noon : you may think I felt bad. 
I was ready to drop when I chanced upon you 
And asked for a copper : I'd asked not a few — 
If one, full a hundred — since nightfall ; but there ! 
Not one had a miserly stiver to spare. 
And you passed me by, sir, unheeded at first. 
As I thought, like the rest, who account us accurst. 
So many ? of course ! and you cannot help all : 
You'd empty your pocket were't never so tall. 
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9 jfn Bpn^ed. 

And I daresay^ sir— if ft'a Hot «ver bdd 
To say so«-^ man who qoits fireaide and fold 
To £(^w hb calling all through the night» 
His purse is not heavy, if not very light. 

But when you passed by me without e'en a glanoe 
As I thought, then I muttered : ** There goes my last chance !*' 
And my heart it was bitter, and out came a curse : 
Yes, a curse — it's true; for hunger is nurse 
Of the black, fierce brood begot of despair ; 
And I*d hungered a day and a half; but thc^e ! 
I did you wrong, sir, — ^I own it straight : 
You turned and o%red me sup and bite ; 
And when you saw that I told you no lie, 
But that I was famished to death, or as nigh 
As makes no matter, you bfeide me eat 
My fill — ^you taking your cup in the street 
To keep me in countenance. So it seemed. 

But my story : ah, yes ! whoM evier 'as dreamed 
That walking here clemmed, as up nor' ward they say, 
A gent, would have offered for supper to pay ? 
You've done a good turn, sir,-»pVhaps saved a man 
From crime ; for at nightfall my feelings begto 
To get wolfish and wild, as your thoughts evier will 
When you're perlsh'd with hunger ; for hunger will kill 
The tenderest conscience that evef* wrought 
In the workshop of mind, and make itb as nought. 

I've felt it before, sir : when I was young 
My father had lossesi then diedi and my tongue 
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An Sung&tigd. 

CouldtiH ten j0tL what suff^ringh wid !k^ tb endtir^. 
Mother worked for the l6t 6f ns-^'^sii : to be attire 
The bigg^ Otoes ^6n got t6 eaHibgHt btt; 
But *twas years *fore otir gettitigs Would anyway fit 
Our needs, imd the ttiaJrgin wbs ttttermoftt wiint : 
Cold, hunger, diBestse-^enoogh 'tWas t6 daunt 
The boldest and bravieM; aind we wete Hot short 
Of the generous metal that makes it a sp<)rt-^ 
Almost — to fight in an uphill fight. 

We prayed, sir, aye ! and sang of a night. 
And warmed our poor hearts with that sort 6f thing 
When the hearth oouldn^t do it:. I3ie old tunes ring 
Through my brain as I tell you ; though not so strong 
As they sang themselves there as I jogged aloiig 
All day 'bout the streets with &y httngelr-pain. 
But they can't bring back t6 my hea^rt again 
The comfort they gave in the dayb gone by, 
When mother woiild nuse her voice on hi^h. 
And lead the glad hymn, and So make us feel 
Our sufferings were sent Us foif nought bnt our WeaL 

Poor mother ! it killed her at last : she died 
One winter's night when far and wide 
The snow lay deep and the streets were so still 
We heard only our sobs-^and we sobbed our fill 
That mght, I can teU you ! for mothers are tare 
Like her we saw lying so motionless there. 
We knew we ^ould never find friend like her. 
Though we lived as long as Methosdah.— Sir ? 
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10 An Hungered. 

Ohy they Midi 'twu consumption that caused her to die : 
'Twas Jack of it likelier, thought brothers and L 

But, Lord, how I ramble ! when all you were wanting 
Was simply my &tory, instead of this ranting. 
^Sut somehow your kindness has filled a deal more 
Than my stomach ; for, sir, as I said just before, 
Hunger breeds in the heart what shouldn't be there, 
And the cold nips first what is tender and rare— 
In the garden the preciousest flowers that blow. 
In the heart the sweetest emotions that flow — 
Affection and love and the thoughts that bind 
With gentlest tendrils a man to his kind ; 
And when they are gone — ^these blooms of the heart^ — 
*Twere better, — ^what think you? — from life to depart. 
It would have been better for us, sir, a deal, 
If we'd gone with mother and made one meal 
For the worms that fatten on poor and rich : 
For two went wrong. Ah, when I pitch 
On that sad subject it's just as though 
My heart was gript with an iron claw ! 

What madness it wrought ! With grief and despair. 
One brother it drove to the drink ; he ne'er 
Looked up'ard again ; the next one it killed — 
The best of the flock, with all graciousness filled. 

What do when your family's stained and disgraced ?^ 
Your strivings like casting good seed on a waste? 
The crime of your brother, your sister's shame, 
They ding like a leprosy to your name ; 
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An Hungered. 11 

And the people^ ihey «)iun you ; they think the lot 

Must all be marred with the same blaok spot. 

Tis murd'rous cruel, sir : but it is fate, 

And all you can do is to go your gate. 

Our home was ruined — we scattered wide. 

Like drift and wreckage upon the tide : 

And here you find me, a wastril, a blight. 

Of no use to any, though always straight 

I've tried to go since ever I've known 

The right from the wrong, I've been wicked, I own, 

When mis'ry has steeped me deep in gall. 

And to my eye it has seemed this twirling ball 

Has been but a market of legalised wrong, 

Where the gOod went aye to the mean and the strong. 

And the ill to the weak : but how can you blink, 

That circumstance 'tis and not we who think. 

Or if not wholly, truth partly is there : 

^ou cannot think warm when your body is bare ; 

And as you may guess, when the wolf is in, 

You're likely enough to think nothing but sin. 

So you see how it is you've done a good turn : 
That man has rare thoughts in his coffee-urn, 
And you paid for me some ; they will last me a bit) 
And stave off for a while the tigerish fit. 
So that is my story, sir ; saddish, I own ; 
But not half so sad as a many I've known* 
The worst of it is, if you're down on tiie bare, 
The good and the bad help to fiisten you there. 
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12 Birds of Passage^ 



BIRDS OF PASSAGE. 

Tbll toe, happy birds of flight, 
Whither fly ye thus to-night ? 
Have ye more than mortal sight 
That guides you on ? 

O'er the welkin darkness spreads, 
Star nor moon, no glimmer sheds, 
Such a night the wanderet dreads. 
Yet fly ye on 1 

Say, what beacon is your guide 
That the clmidi§ ftoth us dd hide? 
Say, who leads you o'er the tid6 
So safe and sure t 

Doth His watchful hand you lead 
As the desert o^er ye speed, 
And provide all things in need 
In all your ways ? 
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LUtle Dkh 13 

I, like you, am in His hand» 
Fronting e*er an unknown land : 
Will He guide me to a strand 
Of peace and rest ? 

Fljf ye on 1 though dark the night, 
You and me He'll guide aright) 
Into realms of endless light 
And deathless joy. 
Gfmpa. 

LITTLE DICK. 

A CHIIi]>'S IDEA OF HBAYKN. 

Lrm<B Dick's father*s a drunkard — so is his mother as 

well, 
Little Dido's neighbours are drunkards, all of them, so I've 

heard tdl ; 
Vo&t little Dick is a cripple — was one, I ought to have 

said—* 
For little Dick's gone to Heaven — ^Poor little Dick is dead ! 

D'ye want to know how it happened ? 'Twas winter, and 

bitterly cold, 
i;iie wnd and the weather played havoc, with poor folk, 

both young and old. 
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14 Little Dick. 

The rain and the snow came tearing through the wretched 

roofs and panes, 
AH broken, and patched, and ragged, of houses in alleys 

and lanes. 
'Twa^ winter, and miseiy rampant, ruled poverty's bitter 

lot. 
And laughed at the poor folks' trouble, and cared not a 

single jot I 
Misery mocking Poverty 1 Poverty jeering at Woe ! 
Bags, and tatters, and wretchedness I That's how the 

jingles go ! 

There wasn't much joy where Dick lived, and comfort he 

didn't know, 
The windows were patched with paper, and the laths and 

rafters show 
Through the broken walls and ceiling, and the place 

wasn't over dry. 
And the rats used to pay him visits in a manner that 

wasn't shy ! 
Dick was only about eleven, and his toys were scarce and 

few, 
So he petted the long>tailed vermin, and their little friend 

they knew. 
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LittU Diek. 15 

He couldn't run and scamper, nor play with the boys 

around. 
Because, you see, he was a cripple, so other friends he 

found. 

His father, a hulking ruffian, was drunk more than half 

his time. 
He-hid in the house in the daylight, and spent his nighis 

in crime ; 
He wasn't particular either as to the nature of the job, 
He was equally ready for murder, or for only picking a fob. 
Dick's mother, she wasn't much better, she never stopped 

to think 
Where the coin was from or how gotten, as long as she'd 

stuff to drink ; 
And ai| to washing or mending, she'd scorn to labour so ! 
'Clothes will get dirty and ragged, and so she let them go I 

The sun never entered the chamber where little Dick used 

to lay, 
For the dirt and filth on the window drove all sunshine 

far away ; 
So the poor little chap in the comer, had to drag himself 

down the stair, 
And sit on the doorstep or gutter, if he wanted to get the 

air. 



li 
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16 LUHelHei. 

Qh hi4 life wasn't quite 4i^ liappiest that viiortal icoald 

wish to enjoy. 
But then don't you see be was crippled, whioli i$ rather 

hard on a boy. 
Siill there was one spot of brightness on the desert of poor 

Dick's Hf e, 
One oasis where all was arid, one lily where slime was 

rife. 

Rosie Brand was a neighbour's daughter, her parents were 

just like Dick'sy 
But she was teo young at present to be grimed by the 

pitch that sticks ; 
And Bosie had heard of Heaven, and the beautiful things 1 

up there, ' 

The streets and houses all golden, and the angels all white i 

and fair ; ! 

So she tpld Dick all about it, and the poor little crippled | 

lad . I 

Used to look every day for Bo^ie, for her stories made him I 

glad. I 

Her knowledge w^ vague and simple, but her faith was 

perfect too, 
So between them th^ made a Heaven they fancied was 

real and true. 
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Little Dick. 17 

Little girls had pretty dresses, and made mud-pies of dust 

of gold, 
Parents never tasted liquor, and didn't bully or scold. 
There were rats that talked like people, and hunger was 

qnite unknown, 
The sky was a beautiful purple, and the sun forever 

shone. 
There were couches for all poor cripples, and angels with 

great blue eyeS; 
And soft, and gentle manners, were the nurses beyond the 



So Dick and his little Bosie forgot all the crimes and t|ie 

guilt 
That crowded the atmosphere round diem, in the Heaven 

their dreams had built. 

Ev'ry morning, in summer weather, Dick crept to th© 

muddy lane, 
Where he watched and waited for Rosie, and alociost 

forgot his pain. 
And perhaps 'twas a beautiful picture that ragged young 

couple made 
Sitting together and talldng beneath some doorway's 

shade, • .. j 

o 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



18 Zme Dusk. 

And maybe some artidtin HfeaVen, ndt the paradise thef 

had schemed. 
But some great r^cdrdihg angel of whom they'd not ^e'en 

dreamed) 
Was watching and listening to them, this gutter girl and 

hoy, 
Filling their soiils with the hope of a coming wondrous joy ! 

But summer don't laat for ever, winter comes soon or late, 
The seasons are sent irom Heaven, and don't for mortals 

wait; 
To mansion and wretched hovel, they come to both the same, 
To homes of virtue and happiness, to haunts of sin and 

shame. 
So the winter came to the alley where Dick and Rbsie dwelt. 
And the (lelibate, taif-iitarvied dripple 'ite bitter 'fury felt. 
His poor weak constitution coutdti't staJnd the cruel fight, 
And Rosie sat watching him dying one cold December 

hight. 

He said, when he gotto Heaven he'd'ask the angels tHere, 
If they wouldn't fetch up Rosie, his pleasant time to«hare ; 
And if they coiddn't do that much, he'd askthto at least 

to send 
A rat that ;Wauld aiisWer wlien itpoke to, and wouldn't 

bite its friend. 
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An angel was haverio^ o'er .tkem, as they sat in their 

comer cold. 
He listened to 'Diok, £ub bis pcomisee to poor little Bosi^ he 
} told. 

It was Heaven's most meroiful angel \vJiose shadow the 

room o'erspread, 
Resting softly on Dick, and on fiosie-^and he left them 

together — dead ! 

****** 

Now little Diok's gone to Heaven^ and ^sie is up there 

too. 
And they know if the picture 'they painted of the glorious 

place is true ! 

New Yorh, 1884. 



CONDEMNED ! 

She's dead they say, — my darling wife! 

And I killed her, — so they say ; 
I've loved her for twenty years of my. life, 

And cherished her many a day. 
What did I do it for? How can you ask? 

You fools, standing gaping there ! 
Go, set yourselves some more difficult task, 

Doii*t c(Mne staring, ' bothering here. 
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20 Condemfied 

Twas the drink — the damned, cursed dtink 

That killed my darling Nan ; 
Without that would I have done it, d'ye think ? 

Am I a fiend, or a man ? 
A fiend ! Ay, that I must ha' been, 

When I flung her to the floor, 
When I struck her, and heard her dying scream ! 

And rushed, like mad, from the door. 
Poor darling ! Poor patient girl ! 

Don't stand there^ you grinning fools ! 
Damnation ! My brains in a madding whirl ! 

D'ye think I fetched the tools? 
No ! The poker was lying at my feet 

When I came home drunk that night ; 
It came to my hand, and it struck my sweet ; 

I can't get it out of my sight ! 
They'll hang me, will they? Well, let 'em hang; 

I don't care now to live. 
But if God is g«od, as the parsons say, 

P'raps Hell my sin forgive. 
Hang ! D'ye think I could stay on earth ? 
, D'ye think I should not go mad ? 
Xiiving ! To me what d'ye think life's worth ? 

P'ye s'pose death is half as bad ? 
Damnation 1 You idiots staring at me ! 
, What is there in me to see? 
A map who has killed his darling wife ! 

Hang me ! And let me free ! 
London^ 1882. 
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BEAUTIFUL MAY. 

Did yoa ever hear tell of the Beautiful Maj ? 

Well, this is the story : 

She wandered one day, 

Alone, in the glen where the primroses grow, 

And the fairest of daisies and violets blow, 

Where thrushes, and linnets, and nightingales sing 

The soonest and sweetest when cometh the Spring ; 

Where a streamlet purls o^er its pebbly bed. 

Now slowly and softly, now rushing iaheiid, 

With a tinkling music, so drowsy and sweet, 

While high overhead in broad arches meet 

The branches of giuit trees laden with leaves. 

With which the blue welkin so artfully weaves 

A fretwork of emerald and sapphire so fair. 

That nothing therewith can for beauty compare 

In all the wide earth, if save we the night 

JBegem'd with its studded bars of light. 

She saunter^, enchanted, from bower to bower, 

And dallied delighted o*er every fresh flower ; 

She plucked of the buds the most beauteous and rare^ 

And twined them in wreaths in her soft golden hair.. 

Oh, had any chanced to behold her that e'en 

They sure would have deemed her some bright fairy queen. 

Who strayed for awhile in that sun- lighted place— 

So lotely her form and so winsome her face 
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She marked not the hours how swiftly they fled, 
For joy gilded moments like meteors are, sped, 
Ere note we whence came they, or whither they went. 
But Beautiful May, soon with weariness spent, 
Laid her down on the bank of the babbling stream, 
'Neath a cool elder shade which the ydlowing gleam 
Of the lowering sun could not pierce, and there. 
Gently Inlled by the tide and the whispering air; 
Which was filled with the scent of the elder bloom, 
FeU asleep, nor awoke with the bu2z-clock*s boom. 
While still she was sleeping the Fadry Queen eamct 
And waved her bright wand, and named hear by name. 

Saying : <' Come, my fair child, I will show thee the land 
Where the fairy-folk dwell ;'' and she took by the haad 
The fair little maid, who, all in a dream. 
Rose and followed the fairy to where a bright team^ 
Six white little mice, with the pinkest of eyes*- 
Drew a beautiful carriage of tiniest size ; 
Which entering in, they sped quickly aw&y 
O^er brooklet and meadow, through forest and br^e^ 
While a thousand bright stars played br^tlyafoft. 
Making bulls, bears, and lions in heaven^s wld^ orsft. 
What tUstance they went, or how long they mtoe goijlg^ 
The Beauttful May had no manner ci knowing;; 
For Hwas all to her mind like a dieara ia a dneani, 
Axd the waking— -it, too, but a yisioa did. seem I 

No pencil can tell, no words can describe 

The fair world that lay, 

^Neatfa the up -springing day 
Tore the vKAodering eyea of the fieautiftil May I 
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Each groYi^ wan al^y^ with the pinipQ^d tribe : 

As the^ flutt^fred ajid ^<dyr 

And scattered the dew 
Th^ seemed to outvie e'en the flowers in huQ I 

But it was not the blossoms, the birds, or the trees, 
Nor the song-ladebi, soent-bearing, frolicsome breeze, 
That caused the fair maiden's most wondering thought: 
It was that wherever she went there was nought 
Of sorrow or suffering, pain or despair. 
Not even the shadow of cark or of care. 

She had known these in life, had the Beautiful May ! 
Had seen a wee brother, pale, sickening, lay 
On a young bed of death, while his mother sat weeping. 
<* Had the world been less hard he still had been leaping 
With the other blithe boys," she said afterwards, sighing ; 
" Oh, the world it is cold"— cold e'en to the dying I" 
Yei^ the Beautiful May had known sorrow ; had woke 
On cold winter's monn when no fast oould be broke 
. Till the bread had been won ; and the poor little May 
To her mother once said in her innocent way : 
*' Oh, if I were a queen, no child should want bread, 
Though I sold all' my gowns and the cro^n off my head." 

Most chi^h of childreu ! Whiit wonder, sweet May^ 
In^ large-eyed i^naze wQut abouib all the day 

In that marvellous, clim^ 

Wh#r9 no jan^^ chime 
Ever jarred the eeir of the s:v7eet passing time. 
But ii^ spite oi the joy Siud the peace and content, . 
And the l^Fightf)r ^^ z»Qg aut wherever she Went, / 
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Tbe Beautiful May in the depth of her heart 
Was as ead as oould be ; and when all apart 
A glistening tear would steal down her cheek, 
And her bosom would throb. 

So, many a week, 
The Beautiful May in that beautiful land 
. Sojourned and gathered the pearls on its strand 
• And the flowers in its meads ; but she nerer forgot 
" The home of her parents, the low little cot 
At the end of the town, where the mill-stream ran, 
And the flowery brae that she loved began. 

At length, seeing her sadness, the Fairy one day 

Asked what could be ailing the Beautiful May : 

^* If anything lacks thee, say, fairest and best, 

And thou shalt be met in thy slightest behest.^* 

" Nought lacks me," said May, *• but for ever my miod 

Will go back to my parents who always were kind. 

And to the wee brother, so bonny and sweet, 

Who followed me aye with his toddling f«iet, 

And loved me so well. Oh ! I fain would return 

And see them once more 1" 

And her heart did so yearn 
For the loved ones at home, that the Fairy Queen bade 
'Her chariot be harnessed to take the sweet maid 
To her own land again. Then the Beautiful May 
Felt her heart full of gladness, though while on the way 
She could not help turning her head once or twice 
To take a last look. But, lo ! in a trice. 
All was gone like a dream ; and the Beautiful May 
Was alone in the glen at the dosing of day. 
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It were not ah easy task to tell 

.Of the joy and BurpriBe 

That fihone in the eyes 
Of the wondering parents that loved her so well. 
When the Beautiful May, with her eyes all a -gleam 

With a heavenly light, - 
Stepped into the cot, as one half in a dream 

Walks about in the night. 
She told them the wonderful things she had seen, 
And they heard with amaze, half doubting, I ween. 
That all was not well with her wits, yet aye 
Looking to her as one who saw clearer than they. 

Thus many a day and week passed by, 
And winter came with its louring sky ; 
And when the brave bells rang loud and clear, 
TeUing of Christmas tide uid cheer, 
The Beautiful May sat sad and alone, 
|*or mother and father both had gone. 
.Her wee little brother lay still on her knee, 
And the hearth was as cold as hearth could be, 
When suddenly out on the chill night air 
The bells rang loud with a music rare. 
Then the boy woke up and said : '' Sister, I hear 
The bells of the Fairy Queen's chariot near — 
The chariot of which you have told me so oft.** 
*^ Nay, love, 'tis the church-bells ringing aloft ; 
. But come, my dear brother — 'tis sad staying here 
When the blithe bells are making such gladdening cheier. 
Come, let us away to the moonlit glen, 
Where the bright Fairy Queen may be coming again — 
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The dear Fairy Queen wko^ said I a word, 
Would carry us both to that beautiful strand, 
Where never a whisper of sadi^aai is heard, 
And no baby-boy hungeiB) so happy the land!" 

So the twain started forth thTQi(gh the. de^. shiniug night, 
Hand in ha^d, and went on without tren^or or fright, 
Till they came to the glen, where all leafless and bare 
The giant trees stretch^ their gaunt ar^ns in. the air» 
And murmured and moaned. For a moment, in awe, 
They clasped hands more tightly, then suddenly saw 
The Fairy Queen^s chariot come out of the sbade, 
And the Fairy step forth. Then how sweetly she bade 
The little ones enter, how quickly they sped. 
Through the night and the frost, till as morning bookared 
They came to the land where the fairy fo^ dwell. 
Were a difficult thii^ for a mortal to tell. 

Such is the story — and often *tis told 

By elders to gladden t^e. yule-tide hour*- 
Of the Beautiful May, so gentle and bold. 
Who sought with her brother the fairy-b^wer. 
Manchester. 

THE DAISY. 

There is a beautepus flowe? ixude^d^ 
Methinks the fairest flower that blooms, 

For it doth blow on summer mead, 
Aud q'eu. 'i?pid cq14. P^wpubcor's glqoms! 
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Gayer there are anwmgst the troop 
That, cbuntless, July's robe begem^ 

But this the meekest of the group 
Is the year's bright anadem. 

For it dies not when summer's gone. 
As false friends cool in time of stress ; 

But e'en 'neath borean chills blooms on 
And decks the cheerless wilderness. 

Oft have I in bleak winter's time, . 

When, roaming 'neath the lowering sky, 
Kn^lt down upon the criming rime 

To gaze into its winsome eye. 

Well wast thou named the eye of day^ 
Meek star-eyed daisy by our sires, 

For thou dost close with evening grey, 
And ope with monk's ascending fires. 

Tea, and to sad desponding men^ 
When gloomy clouds of care prevail, 

Thou seem'st to 'Itire hope's ray again, 
Though other forms of comfort fail. 
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When men are cold and friends rxO^ 

Oh, it IS sweet to see thy facC ^ 
Lone beaming 'neath the bitter y^^^ 

Glad in one great Eosterer^s gr^^ \ 



i 



GATHERED IN. 

THE river's STOBT. 

The Bummer sun had sunk to rest, in his cloak of glorious red, 
The stars had just begun to bUnk from their peephole* overhead ; 
There was rest and peace upon the earth, and hope for better thin^. 
Just as when in woodland solitude some bird starts out aud sings. 
The mournful river, placid, swift, and silent as of old. 
Moved onward to its ocean home, its mysteries to unfold ; 
Conveying, on its deepening tide, stories and thoughts pf men. 
Would I were poet for one day ! those thoughts and tales to pen ! 
Just one sad ballad of woman's woe I may from those stories glean. 
Just one more witness 'gainst villain's crime, I'll steal fttwn the 

water's sheen ; — 
Oh, when will the cruel passion curse be lifted from woman's lot ? 
Oh, when will the serpent-tempted sin by heaven be forgot? 
ShalJ never an angel, heaven-sent, remove the cursed stain ? 
ShaU never woman's lily-heart come back to her again ? 
The river flows mournfully onward—placidly, silent, sad ; 
*< Till the floods of heaven flow o'er the earth, her lot shall not be 

glad." 
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That is the burden of the song which that tnmmer ere I robbed, 
Of the treaoh'rouB tide, as it by me flowed and its tluggiah pulsea 

throbbed. 
\ Why was she made 9o wondrous fair ? So frracious, lithe, and tall ? 
Was it to add one yictim more ? Was it to make her fall ? 
Where is the tender, loving hand to 'range her silken hair ? 
To dose her eyes, to cross her hands ? Oh, why was she made 

so fair? 
Is there not one with heart of love to dress her for the grave ? 
Not one to smooth the cere- clothes of this passion's latest slave ? 
Don't lift her roughly, gueas her tale, your sympathy it begs, 
Her cup of woe was deep and full, she drained it to the dregs ; 
A happy home, a life of joy, a tempter, and a fall, 
A downward path, a quick descent, and then remorse. That's all ; 
No ! Shame, and pride, and fear, and dread of cruel jibing poorn, 
Where love and sweet forgiveness should have touched her heart 

forlorn ; 
And, worse than all, the horrid thought, repulsive, sad and dreiKl, 
Of weariness and bitter hate, from hitu wha'd held her dear ! 
These were the sad reflections which impelled her fiual sin, 
These were the Satan-urgings which came hist her soul to win ; 
How could the poor weak woman withstand this daii: array? 
la't wonder that her spirit was o'ercome with dull dismay? 
How could she hope to conquer, without one single friend ? 
No loving, tender counsel, not one ray of light to lend« 
Oh, have a grain of pity now there's naught but cold clay here, 
lift up* the body tenderly, restrain the cruel sneer. 
Just for once let gentle charity your heart's doors open wide, 
Just for this once forget to sneer,-remember not to chide ; 
Pass on, and glance not at the corpse so beautiful in death, 
If ytmVe no^word of sy mpath ji t^ whisper 'neat|i your bnath; 
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30 ^hMmed In. 

Th% lileMf tJeorot fiffvr (told thettMry of ^ker iorime, 

TML the'ftoiy Aft 1 wmtehed it ia (the aammer leTcning itime, 

Told me how she'd loved and listened^ how he tttmpled and 

liheifell,--. 
Ah, the itbry -wmhH notrel. That was nothing new to'telL 
*« Give tM,'* tried I to the river, «*B(wiething that I have not 

sheard !** 
^* Have you nothing but hearts broken, have you nought but hope 

deferred? 
** €an*t you tell me something happier, some gladsome lovely tale ? 
<> Is i/ke life of man yon witness bat one bitter, hopeless wail ?'' 
But the rlvert no^^ pausing, flowed on sadly to the sea, 
And the miserable story of the woman told to me. 
How she followed to the dty, was deserted and betri^red, 
Then sank lower, lower, lower, ne'er by loving counsel stayed. 
-How at last there came revulsion, which brought its dreadful force 
Of feelings ranged in order, culminating in remorse. 
How ehe found no friend to help her in her hour of deep distrMs, 
How Cteh hand seemed tamed against heVf and hope grew less and 

less. 
Ah, the world seems bright with sunshine where the streets are 

paved and clean, 
Hope and joy go linked together, dull despair is never seen. 
But, away wttiiin the eity, when the mud and slime stick fast, 
Hopes are blighted, hearts are broken, life's swe^ jpy's ior ever 

past I 
Like this poor wajrwardenatore, that's just floated tothe shore, 
In theiUMetaaad^lanea^aod byways jou can>find them, many more. 
Some ezpeet to dvown the whisper which is gnawing, at their 

hesitts, 
Here'MMl'tfiarexepsateiioefiUs one, aad^.better life she starts. 
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Bat how many wander hopeless, blindly rushing to thdr fate, 
Fleeing madly from the city, where repentance came too late ; 
Thinking p^raps out in the country, where's all'd pore and fresh 

and sweet, 
Something hopeful, something brighter, for their wretched lires 

th^'ll meet. 
And th^ find a couiitiy mead^, *^h8rb the rirer flows along. 
And they sit and watch its tipeeding, and tiiey listen to^its song ; 
Then soft thoughts of home come o'er them, thoughts of days long 

years gone by, 
Full of memones of childhood, pure bs hbaven beyond the sky. 
Hien they wonder if in Heaven, Grod is good, as parsons say. 
How He*ll punish all their wickedness up there, on Judgment Day ; 
Whether p^raps He'll have some pity for their heritage of sin, 
There's a hope I— A new sensation I~And the river takes them in ! 

Flows the river silent onward, sinks the summer ruby sun. 
Rise the stars, the moon of silver, just as since the world begun ; 
And the earth the while revolving, with its never ceasing whirl, 
Girea no thought, the morning after, to the poor, drowned, sinful 

girl. 
'Way up i^6re, b^ond the sttolight, *way beybnd tiie moon and 

sun, 
Farther than the blue ethereal, sits "the Great All-seeing One ; 
Who shall say He has not mercy, broad and sweeping as His 

Might? 
And, who knows?— (Perhaps Foi^veafiM reached the woman's soul 

ibatniJB^tl 

Fkaadtlplday 1884. 
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OLD AMBROSE. 

O'br the rough cobbles of a northern town 

An old man tottered with his load of years- 
Sixty and one, and they have weighed him down 
Till he is bent as one who gleans the ears. 

Ambrose his name : ^^ Old Ambrose" called by most : 
And all his days he'd toiled in wet and shine. 

And many children he had reared and los^ 
And now he was alone in life's decline. 

Toiling alone along the rough-paved street, 

The wind blew through his tattered coat and vest 

And made it hard for him to hold his feet 
Upon the upward way where lay his quest. 

A blustering day was nearing to its close — 
A grey dull day in autumn, when the leaves. 

That erewhile glittered on the branches, froze . 
Upon the ground, and sullen stood the beeves. 

The sun moved low to westward, misty, pale ; 

But Ambrose saw nor sun nor leaden sky ; 
He only marked the rough and rugged vale, 

And right beyond, the peak up-tow^ring high. 
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That he must win before the nif^t came oiif 

That hemusktreiich wjuje j^et, his strength hdd oUtj 

Well knew he that his three score years and one 
Left little tima fer him to motd abouti 

** He bade tls hasten — -no time to be lost ; 

He bade us climb our highest.*' So (he mau 
Muttered within his beard as he crossed 

The darUing brodb thai thwart .his pathway tan^ 

** He bade us do oili' utmostr— none could ikmu» :" 
Still mutterini^ as the.upwa|:d path he trody 

Old Ambrose gazed upon the distant shore — 
The Sinai where he hoped to find his God. 

For Ambrose, in hi$ cold and homeless plight, 
One eve had passed a little chapel door, 

Attracted by the ruddy shining light 
And promise of thet^aniilii that was in stoit. 

Little he compr^hended'of- the taUs 
The pteadier ntifixed in his homely -way ; . 

3nt one thought touched him with a heavy stroke, 
He'd been a sihne** all his lifejtfng day,— 

He'd been a sinner and, was doomed and lost^ 
Unless be songh^aQdiound God's mystic trnth-r- 
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3i Old Ambrose. 

Sought only when the soul is tempest tost, 
Found ooly when the Lord bends down in ruth. 

A poor old man whose life had been a toil 

'Gainst want and famine— whom no man had taught 

One generous thought amid his ceaseless moil 
Since ever he had sense to think of aught ; — 

'Twas dark to him, but this he understood : 

" Climb— climb your very highest — do your best^ 

Nor weary though the way be all aflood ; 

But climb, your highest : God will do the rest.** 

So forth he started — ^Pobr Old Ambrose I bent 
On doing his very worthiest now he knew ; 

And so he tottered onward almost spent, 
While night descended and it colder grew. 

At length he reached the summit : day was done. 
And one bright star shone gladly in the west; 

Still he might see ere all the light was gone 
To finish with his task and be at rest. 

He gathered to one spot, the highest there. 
All the loose stones and shingles he could find. 

And builded him a pyramid, four square, 
0|>en to all the sky and every wind. 
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Then over all he laid his trusty stick 

To make it one inch higher, and atop 
He climbed with aching limb — no easy trick 

For one like him with faintness fit to drop. 

The night was come, the stars were all aglow, 

And ^neath tnem stood old Ambrose, hands on high, 

Tears down his old and wrinkled cheeks aflow, 
And all his soul -coming out in one wild cry : 

^* O Lord, IVe clum* my highest : none can more 1 
O Lord, I've clum* my highest, done my best ! 

Not one inch higher can I upward soar — 

Not one inch higher : Lord, Do thou the rest I" 

So sa3ang, one last upward reach he gave ; 

His stick slipped from him as his foot it pressed^ 
And down he came with all his structure brave, 

And there lay prone : the Lord had done the rest. 



RAGS AND RICHES. 

At, 'tis Qod*a will ( That's what you'd have tte say, 
'Tis Heaven's decree that I should starve to-day ! 
'Tie Heayen-born justice you are rich, I poor, 
That you, with curses, drive me from your door 1 
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)ur domesi^ics^ proud upon font wlnC^$ 
with their master's sneera and jibes combine), 
ieaven (itL&'t glorious canopy of softest blae 
vers me — i/lxe tramp — as well as you,) 
ks ordained -thAt Time far you shall flj, 
3 for me it> ox-eeps but slowly by^ 
eps until t>lie night it's curtam d*^i us drags^ 
eps on stilly ^^^^ ^*^ ** slowly lags. 
my body, starved^ cries out for food, 
• mad mind would murder if it could 1 
wi* the lonig- road's dust, are parched and dry^ 
i all bleared an<J wearied witli the glaring sky I 
of Heaven too, *^* i^hen we meet, 
dly Lievite I sneering, cross the street, 
b your loathing iroTOO^ yoUr heavenblest lips, 
rn to touch me wi*^ y<^«^ finger-tips ! 
3 1 aU false l^Ood never willed it so I 
yoi;i wealth to diH*^^^*^^ below. 
) as belli False ^ *^^ ^® ^^^ l^ad I 
the gold yoti hoar^ ^^ bo tnucb greed ! 
yoiir loveless, goia-^^^^^ ^©art I 
BT willed us quite B^ ^^"^ "^"^^ 
am a *' tramp»» ^^i J^'* » " e^ell,>' 
can judge for us 'i?:*^** H^v^n and Hell ! 

883^ 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



HOLY-PAYS, 

Cqmm, tAy chiTdteri! come, my children I let i 

hark to wood and dell I 
Lo, the sun is n^ before us ; bird ^nd beast obe 

it^ spoil ; 
On the eaves the grey housersparrow chirps ii 

ce^seuxt ; T?irhiles, hark! 
In the rosy Jxg^^ ^^ morning sings his m^tin hym 

the lark- 

' To-day is holy, O n^y darlings 1 sacred 'tis to peac 

and rest^ ; 
^ot a lot o£ labour do I till the day hath died i' tl 

AB(2 lught's drowsy wmg hath silenced every soun 

of field or street, 
A <3L at Momi»S'^ roseate gateway us agam the su 

doth greet. 
n * r»l\ildren! come, my children! let u 

liaste to jom the throng 
Th i- hill^i^^ ^»d in meadow fill the air with jo 

g^xid song. 
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cTfe alrxame -fcc» 'Waste such hours— holidays are 

>o^ YTi tlie t»i-i^Iitening sunbeams myriad may- 
l^S.ea dance ^rxd. ep>ort. 

i ^y chUdren, tiiis is gladness !— gladness that 

^^ ^y all who in the' city see nor bird, nor 
^:^er, nor ti-e^- ^ 
.S-nl ^*^ gloorxi. an<a. glamour, children grow 

^jreotJ^^^^^ l>e_y-oiaci tlie sadness writ upon its 
-^ -Page. 

^'^^s ^^^Mren, aik, 'tis sadness '.—morning 

J^ci . ®^^^^>" I>at;t;e!i- on the foot-worn stony 



"o 



^t^jr--r'^*'* «ioei>-:felt: silence and the dim 
'"=**^4eW^„j^^ ^^«lix.g burthened with 
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others weep j ^^tb ^^ 
There men i^^^ ^^a deep.-^. ^an faee,, |,.^ 

sorrows ^^^^V^itJi '^'^ckit, i 
And they laugh T^gn^ ^tj^ !!^ ^a«giter, thriUfng 

through oiiT ^^ gighi ^^0^ 
WhUe their sools ^^ ^, ^» ^Oflging for somewhat 

theyhanily*^ 

God be with ^^.^'^Juld^hf^" J°f °4 theml^ 

wouldthat^^^adness^^*^/^^' 
In its glory and i*^ f^y whal^^^^ f ^ city far away. 
Play, my childrexx, J f^^ milf"*^ ""' "^^ *^''"'^ 

• time for tlxo^t^^ whe^^^' 
For the day coi^^^^^j, ^an sorrows mid his 
joyance on- *** 
r^mes Ditton* 

^^rj^xjnJ^O^ SPEING. 

Whbk snowdrops ;'^Jf;j'^*>^,WpiBg bead. 

^tid crocuses oi ^^^ 

Peep forth from out ^ Jj^trjr bed 

AcU dripping ''»**''*"''*%deir; 
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op on naked bougb» 
heir ruby throats with sopg; 
s trudge behind their ploughs 
J whistle their teams along: 
Then sighs the heart with eased pain, 
goon gladsome Spring will oome iigain! 

f summer sunshine ch^e 
wa o'er ihe distant WHs 
;ufta of pansies gyae0 
that 'scape rude Borean chilis ; 
s fill the azure cope 
pittent bursts of praise, 
on the sheltered slope 
bleating voices raise : 
Then sings the heart in joyous vein, 
Now gladsome Spring doth eome again ! 

ws burst with pouting buds 
ig flowers the wayside throng ; 
is, fresh from out the woods, 
ies that have slumbered long ; 
h tarry as *tw^oi|ld faiii 
ine with his sister ^ight, 
tars that in her train 
eastern gateway bright : 
Then sings the heart the gUd refrain 
Now gladsome Spring is come again I* 
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LoEl W« yer, ^^„0li*»» * p, J*"* 0«f^ J« «««« w a whirl. 
Yee, 9be dteasea la "?.^tl« »** j;,' <»nai^**«ot Jfartin's Lane, 
Her moAet keepa **:^e»**%. » dajteZ!' '''y Sal ain't not a bit rain J 
Sells papers, *n' *^®® ^^ s1>^ "'♦ an' puts on a pair o' pink 

Square! Wot, bfec»^ i^io' »» th« . 

tightel , .^o*"*-^ ^*we8 for folks amooeement *t 

AnMhinks nothing ^^ «»yrot 

nightg ! jt»** . ' nt o ^^"^ °*®*°' ^'"''* ^^ "^y > 

Square! Here, mi**®^^,, J *j**»»»e to quarrel, not I. 

IlikM to be ftble to »»?»^ ^**!iraw8*i!?^ ""*" ^^ * ^®*' 
Look 'ere, I'm a sap*'' ^o"**"' ^ricti ^y- that's something to gpeak I - 
An'SaliShe'taintbeft*^ ^^0 ^ '*y«t-, gets twenty^fire bob for a 

In the day latne I ^***' . , 

screw, - a- ^^^^ * super, wot else could I do ? 

So I does out my ti»»® Z &»f^ "wwaif, and then we walks down to 
I goes and baa tea ^* 

the " ahop," ^^e ^^ix^^y a&4 gyiy gets ready to hop. 

Beg parding, 1 m«»»» * ^^j, tbe»,tt o^^j^g j ^aits for Sal, 
H my buaiixesa is o^e* X,r «*»^ , ' * ^eenlar good 'im, my gal I 
An' she doea the sw(»e * ^by. » *'**'**^l There's black aheep in 
Bad 'una aanong 'e** 

every flock J ^, goO^ "'* t^^ ^nd er'^y brick aonnd in a 

It would be a pie<»® 

block! »ooi»»°'» ' Wh.«,» or baUey girl, it's the 

But becaase a you»« ' ^^tresB, 

**"**' wirtioo o' peov^j l^okB on 'em »U m fair 

There's a certain picoP^'^ *»ie wbo lo 

game. 
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S^uHi €f Spring' 

When «>Wns W on imked boug^a 

A.tid swell their ruby throats with »oc^^ , 
Whefi laVrours trudge behind their plomji^hj 
^^^^d blUhely whistle their teams alon^j. . 

Then sighs the heart witVx eased pafe, 
(Soon gladsome Spring vrilj ©onie ngain! 

When glints of summer sunshine chpjBe 

jyntk shadows Q*er the distant bills / 

And. scented tufts of pansies^aee 

^oist grots that 'scape rude Borean olillis ; 
Whexi skylarks fill the azure coj^e 

With intermittent bursts of praise, 
Axxcl lambkins on the sheltered slope 
Tbeir tiny, bleating voices raise : 

Then sings the heart in joyous vein 
Now gladsome Spring doth come again ! 

When hedgerows burst with pouting buds 

And weedling flowers the wayside throng ; 
When soft, winds, fresh from out the woods, 
Wake mem'ries that have slumbered long ; 
When Bay doth tarry as 'twould fain 

Hold commune with his sister Night, 
And woo the stars that in her train 
Make all the eastern gateway bright : 

Then sings the heart the glad refrain 
Now gladsome Spring is com© again / 
Northatnpton. 
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Lob J bless yer, Fm onljr s " ^^^-^''^ti&t ^^' ^^ allies mj 
Fee, she dresses in muslin, »ii' *-^t o^ Saint JH^ai-^ji 
Her mother keeps a little sli^P*^ J* xxciJ^^* mjSal axia^ 
Sells papers, an* sweetmeftta, «»' *a^^*^^^' ^"^ ^'^*'* *^ 
Square! Wot, because she 'a ^ 

tights! ^ ^ ^^^^tJr^fo^f^^fc^ 

An' thinks nothing o' wor^^^^* ^ 

nights t <5t :r^^ '"^''a;re?'* ' 

Square/ Here, mfater, jast ^^K^^^c.i^^e ^"^^''^b^ Z 

Jllfees to l« *ble to arger, X ^L^ * fi --^ f^^b't'-o^^ 

took 'ere, I'm a snper, i»m, * f^ tl^**'*'^' «*s *ffent^ 

An' Sal, she'i in tbeSrat rotr, ^^^ T^^j^yr&^, ^^ ^^ 

In the day time 1 irorig as a- t"'**' ^ot pi 

screw, , g^ » «"_*: elieave, ^ 

80 1 does out my time of a ®^^"*\i» «r- »»** V, 

I goes and liAs tea tny, gal's '^'^ ^ ilir g^etsra^ 

the "shop," ^i,a ^'^ J vvaifa fo^, 

Begparding, I meaft, y,^ tl»«***'7ia *'^'**'^I»'- ^""•^ '«*. ' 

^•«ie does the san^ ,^^ ^e, e^,^ |<p**^^^ ^ 

^j</ 'una axaang 'em,p wrfcy, ^ ^_,a e^^'*"^ '*»ta» 

every flock/ ^^ ^*'** ^ 

It would be a p/ece q, -^<,^ i*"'*^ _^^ <,j- I>«"«J^ 

block/ ^"^ h^^*^^^^ 

But because a joo^^ .^ami^'* * ^i»^ ^''^^^ °" '^**:* 

same, ^p^^ 

Ue«^a certa«p,„^^^^ ^' f.^ ^ ' 



Digitized by GOOgl^^^ 



for » ^^^'. ifl P»^*^y> U islever, get's on ; 
*^a p^P^® ^ ^^^^ thixiks at once as there's 

rf al temP*a*ioB8» «^' cloaea their eyes to the fact 
^ben B^®'® workitt' an* she goes on the stage 

\ ^^ yer Bttmmat aooo "we're on this argyment, 
find it's work th^ way the mind is bent 
9b'b Pallia one day, 'bout a month ago, 
een's levees is held, I dare say that you know ; 
rivin 'up» in tkeir brooms an' brooshes an' all, 
o have a look at 'em payin' their artemoon call, 
a sorts an' ages, ttiarried an' single as well, 
ppest finery, an' looMn' most terrible sweU ; 
> their Bhoulderfl, tbeir necks and shoulders bare, 
re to appear in daylight dressed half— Uke that 

ts on I owns it, but thdr dresses dung close 

thinnest o' stuffs, quite as thin as Sal's muslin 

that on the stage, they would call it indecent 

thion an* modesty arC virtuous at Saint Jameses 

last winter, an* went with a brother o' mine, 
it at a Ballroom, my, 'twas a grand shine ! 
' Honbuifl, and Duchesses, an' folks in the 

q' to see such in real life for a joUy long while I 
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But I mtttt aay I felt a bit oq^iie»:m *«** ** *^^ d^ 

My Sal an* me hugs one anotliex^ s4=H3a^t/j2?a^ , ^^^^ 

watered by no <me / *^ j^ ^ 

But th^noba takes their haggixi' ira i>tit>^^'<^f ^^-&^ o^ '^ '^'^^ <^^h 

An' refreshes 'enweWeB to go on »^^^ *' -^^'^J^ajS ju, 

swear ! ^*^ca/j. booking, i 

We candanee,me „,. aj, I can *ell X «- «"' ^^goe, to a -Op -o^ 
an men,-—. 

I'dcbnckSal np tomorrer, mister, i^ I thought ate went on with 

the ueu 
likeBomeo' them >diicheasefl wont on, fltucjfc ciose tt> their partners 

likeirax! 
I expected to see 'em kiaBin', an' could almost hear the sma^iks i 
My Sal got a hold of a novel once, eh, it was a ho* 'iro, 1 Bay I 
" Weeder,- I thmi, they called it. She preciai.^ «ooi. pit-bed 
*^*^* - iiTg oix the stage, 

/ tell yer, mister, you mustn't think becaneie a gi^i ^^ ^ccaii^e ahe 
^^ecause she wears tights, because she makea «> ' 

creates a rage, ^,p^e'B a l^eart as ^1^*^^^ 

^ou are not to suppose that beneath ** »^^ * ^ ,,h 

worth a pin! «' ^^<^* ^'^^^ 



assb; y^^T ^erdxe^ 

^>i&'8 the greatest mistake you ever made, wemtai^tiTis 



^r^ 



^^Jffejl, my Sail 'U be wonderin' where I ft^* *^ , ^^t, 

T must say, ^*^-»i8^*'^- See, b«^^ 
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jl beggar. 



A BEGGAlt—often hungry I, 

Each sunny lane my home ; 
When winter crouches at your dooj, 

In fairer lands I roam, 
No taxes ever will I pay. 

The whole wide world's my own; 
False friendship need I never fear, 

For true, o^ f^lae, IVe none, 

J^hiladelphui,l885. 



■ChristianUmiidead! 



I. 



1>BAD, dead, stone dead ! '*'*»"' Christian^ 

O. blind, blind mortab of d^g^T"^^ '**y«» 

^ere ye not blind as moles ff-^^ ^ **»« blaze 

Of sunlight ye would see tb** '^"^ *** 

YoBT towering fanes, you, v*-^ /°'**" P«»»Ps, your ohante^ 

^at have th«y »« a^^Ied. i^^^ ,! '^^y*. 

To galvanize the dead corp,^ ^U wlt/*^^* 

O'er which ye berxd with ma****'^^ ^^'^^ "^^^ wanta, 
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^n^j^ord or g^«*J^ *^* jrour \^^^^^ 
. Are crying to be MVt©*^- ^ f^r »^^^> 

I Tour missri and your ^"^^^ ^o<^ ^'^ ^ 
i And bowing low, confess ^^^ l>e»tea, ^ J:*''^— 
r Deaf as the wooden idols *** *** aiie amni/ 



bc»^ 



5 



Go forth into the city ; *^ t,r sayiug „ 
Are fretting out theii' *»®*'' ^t»r ^JonxW ^ ' 
The tUngs you prate of ^*^ <j lies tb^j ^hen 
We sorrow— they are lies,_ *> -^m dan *° 
Sneaking about our Uvea »** ^jid witj, *^'«> 
Mocking our aspirations- " j, the Tr},?f ^"^ 

They keep you at ami's l^"^^ U a n,*/^^ ^^^^ -y» 
Are fixed above, ^yotxd. y<^ ^j^o' the „? 
That even now is dawx»io^* ^ breakin ^"**''' 
Lurid and blurred, the l^^***^ wille>«* ^'**' 
And with rapt eyes they S^^^ ^n tb^* ^^''^ '^*'"^^* 
Keep your revetted loofes *» j^ ^f J»^t_ 
That past so fuU of »orro*^* ^.^^ *^t, 
That ye could naugW »sstt»» ■ '* ^our rant and cant 

to. 

Build* btiild yom^nrehethP^J^t' trombKng towers, 

Cavil about y^ table* •"^f "*!?«» ; 

I*t gauds «xd baubles oc^y^;^ Hour., 
) And the dark rites of d-fkerdayB! tKme *»£!* 
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^^p waiit3t that Blb, the Nwarine, with look 
^r loving word or g^ntie touch could stay, 
^•e crying to be suited. Cast your book, 
"^our missal and your dtivel fat away, 
-^tid bowing" law, confess your gods are dumb — 
— *^6^f as the woodon idols that, beateu, still are mum< 

It 
*o forth into tho city ; see how men 
-^fe fretting out theii* hearts, or saying « Lo ! 
^^e things you prato of for our comfort when 
"^e sorrow— ^they are lies, but lies that go 
^oeaking about our lives in grim dark guise, 
?^ocking our aspirations." And with scorn 
^^y keep you at arm's length, the while their eyes 
th^ ^^ed above, ibeyond you, on a morn 
Z^y. ^^©n now is dawning : thro' the clotids, 
A ."^^a blurred, tli^ light is breaking fast, 

^ ^ith rapt eyes they gaie while ye, blind shrouds^ 
W Fr>U^ revertea looks bent on the past^ 

*^'^^ r^l\ of sorrow, full of want, 

J4*t ^c^Sld naugli* as»««8« "^ith all your hmt and cant. 

tn. 
Bail4 btiiia your cborches, prop your crmnbKng towers, 
Cava al>o^t Jour taW«« «"i yo"' ~f' 

Let gau<aa Jd l»»««r rrV*"^ ?Z' 
ABd the. ^itrk rite* of d«ker day.! Tnne wag^ 
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Sonnets* 

orld cfaaam^^s, and the mind of man 

the realox of darkness bit by bit; 

I that roeo ere man had learned to scan 

rse, and t;lie vrays of God in it^ 

iged— are changing; and in Tain we try 

^he sun o£ truth o'er Gideon stand, 

ell back liis ciiaL Old thing^s die 

away: He fcnows it, and His hand 

IL Yet ye vaunt like the priests of yore 

jah mocked and slew on Carmers -bloody shore. 

ir. 

wn to the idol ye have wrougrht 

r own wild fanoieaj and would fain 

believe the fruit of your distraught 

jd brams— a hei^S ^aWous, vain, ^ 

aeroiful, less kiu^ *^*^ ^« 

at Jives in all ti^i^^^ ^^^^ o'er all. 
en I How paltry* ^^^ ^^"^ »piaU j 

ake both the tS.t^^^ ^^ *^® plan 
universe! i|:^tl>i»^» *^fc He 
ea smOe, nay Ii»«^^ ^'^^'^ght to note 
things, vain er^^Ti?,*^ ^^^' 
.ak Bides, look »'**' wu • "^^ ^^^^ *' ^« ' 

dge that,*' an^ ^^^^beu- puny thought I 

Us mind and ^^^*^ wondrous power. ^ 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



y. 



) 

I ^^'"''^'T ^ *^ ^'""' '^<«™" «n«l your cr«ed. 

^ ^e product of the leaned «d theVear^' 

W God, Hw attributions apd His deeds 
^s though his mind were legible ta are ' 

( O^^h^^'^t *^^'^ ^ r"'** ^'"«'' ^' *h»* the thought 

wL *T ""•" fiTope throagh life, sanless. dist^iugSf 
"'Hose heavenward hopes your teachings Mi^ht *n^ L 
f Doth a^ke ray l.«»rt bleed, «.d indignSt^^ ""' 

And can it be tbat Se, the good, the great, 
^«e all-foreseeinfiT JF-ather should CTeate 

^da of human beings in joy's smOe to bask 
Su V***' *®'* pi»e »» endless punishment? 
®** power we:re fitter a devil omnipotent' 
1 ' . ' ■ 

. ^^t he one to mount a pulpit stair, 
"^d Uattle and p«l« to teach such threadbare creed 

\ Wju'fe *l««py peoplo sit and yawn or stare ' 

* At aU about them ^giving but little heed 

I To all my dronin^a rio, not for the wealth 

Of Indtia,. ©r the ^ol<i of Austral isle ; 
I'd ratbexr be s hind and plough the tilth 
My lifo long" than I'd atoop to l!fo so vile 
For be«i ^nd l>oard s if teach I must, why then 

i Kor popo, nor council, bish<^ nw synod sten^ 
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„jfyt vay \tBtt i 
vos «^e ««*''* .*^\»d ibeiT Uvea 

L doubt, -«8»^f;,U, •** *Lt^ »» ^"^ 

Ihe arrogance of te^ ^^t, *!*. V* 
Xnd daring n^-^^^,, ^ ^ thej^ ^„, 
Peer ihrougb *® "7., .„^ ye, f^^-^t 

Other and worse evils? ^ ibxd« 

•Twere better far to doubt,^^^' • 

For ever infidel, than idly o^^^tl», 

;And idij. fceep » faitb that « °° ^ -^ tW 1»«^^ ^^ 

«•«* iVe, b«t on the tongU*^ ^^eand thet« ^ 

^Sl«-e, ^«<i pangs, and af^^'^^ostst.ongM^B^' 
' ^«»o^ life become *e joy 



2177' 

"••« o*' xue become »**~ ' 

^S^'^ -«^fc^«„id 000^^4, nor beed-, 
^*^** «'»^o^„.boteye^>^ 
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True to the light vouchsafed Hina^ ^^"^^^^^^ 
To do the thing that seems tlio x^ob^^^^ ^i 
For th' present hour, leaving t^^^ixx<^TTOW H^ 
. BeUeving the sun with eaeh f r^^fa ^^^^'^g^^^i 
f Wm bring full Ught for the da^ ^ »^^ ^A«^ ^^^ 
^^ Of life and light and joy and all tlii«^^ ^Oorf Wrer 
Will, when 'tis needful, give to «^ *^^ -^^<></ 
Required, and iu due time to th^ river 
Lead us where lies the pure pearl afSjs 2>t|^ 
In all the beauty of perennial youth* 

IX. 

Ab, Truth where dwellest thou ? Once in aneient story 
i read, as I remember, how a youth — 
A prince he was, noble and full of ruth — 
Who by an aged sire, wrinkled and hoary, 
-3eing told if he the fairest of Eve's daughters 
I 4DoM wed, that they together the land would toil 
J^eyond all precedent, felt inward stress ^^ 

^ill he began his ^arch : then lands and ^"-^ 
Y^any he traversed, seeking everywhere 
^^^he fairest ; till to far Cathay he »traye<*^ ' 
^^^Tieve chancing on a wand'rer by the w»y ^^ lilxn "^^^ 
^^ told his quest, and th' grey heard *^'^''^gl»*^^ ^e used to 
^^on the western seas he'd seen the ^^J^^'^^rU** ^^*^^ 
X5d the youth knew straight 'twas ^i^ . ^ 

play. 
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»tis with truth ; 
^i„es strikes t«e, ^^ ^^^ ^jj^ 

,arch and ^»«''^^ ocean's tide, 

, steep incUoe a ^^g^gth and youth 

best days of *'",,<; was near, 
thethingweso e^^^^^y, 

-lay round us ^^^^ 

childhood, ana ^^^^ 

,e sunshine moor j^^j^y, 

is, surrounding ^^^^ ^ ^hen 
gladness, and bu ^^y^ard man, 

outh cha»f .•J,*^,i,^t made the boy 
r that the faitb tna^ ^ ^^^ ^^^ 

« flower, too simp ® »^^ruser plan, 
xuleoflifeonsomeabst 



XI. 



.^«»or»Bab*lai» ,Ught 

'^ this darkness, S ^^ gpiritual night 
^^^ough these re^^ ^^^^h'd lay 
. >^ «earecrow fig ^j.^ ^ay ! 

:^«»»t the timorous o ^^ ^^^ 
-^^* and mind he need ^^ 

,,»*^i«.tly fetters, ^^^ ^^^ ^j^y 

^ _^^ tut ano<^, ^^j, ainuner, make 
^^^ «»»kejthedimP^^^^^^^„rong 

^*^^ seem wa^y* " 
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Sonnets, 

Man's faith in his immortal destiny: 
Arise, bold spirit, sund the nations wake 
Out of the nig-htoiare error that so long 
Hath made man doul:>t G-od's wise paternity. 

XII. 

He makes a world ^yea, worlds on worlds — aid all 

^f such stupendous magnitude that man 
Is lost in awe and ivonderment, nor can, 
With all his mind, tbe meaning of one small . 
Pale-.^Ieaming star but dimly comprehend : 
He throws o'er all a wond'rous garment, bright 
With myriad gems, fills full of beauty, light, 
^od all things fair ; then doth a being send 
draught with strange powers, mysterious, half divine, 
^hom yearnings towards infinite good engage^ 
^t war with mortal weakness — and to him^ 
Struggling with a darkness that the shine 
O^ few stars pierce, gives a heritage 
Of endless woe in antres vast and dim. 

xni. 

^TCU false— a fable made by P^ny men I 
A blasphemy on Him, the wise and kij^^^ 
Who in its light is worse than Anarch ^y^^ 
mo Hves on wrong, and makes the ^^^.^j^ ^ ^^^ 



J^ 
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hed thrive, and wretcbedneaa 
worm ; and yet we teU It 
>w voioe^ and feign to melt 
> oar hle^sedness I 
tile some are made for joya 
' ever doomed 
&re floods unconsumed — 
iinst a breast that cloya 
sh ; — ah, good friends, 
die, 'tis not thus he ends I 

XIV. 

know no more of man — 
'*nce he came^ where groes-r^ 
wished is the span 
led joys and woea-^ 
: Earth the mother is 
/ we think or are ; 
rem iniseenees 
d when we Jook afar 
>ortaI where our eyes 
hved ones — lo I no sign 
3 out the apace that li09 
't us, save the shine 
ti2 their endless round 
outh'no of our prison's bound. 



f 
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Mmtzr^ in, et^ J^ot*HoUA€- 



HEART) JN A. I»OT-B.0tSS^ 

I'm '*Dossy William'' I 0.1:11, it's a name 

here, 
It's CQ3 0' the jaunty fasliion o' tMs ol 
IJiat old beaver's got a story, if it 

Side, 
Tiieres a tirae I can reroenaber wh 
looked ^*^itli pride 
Into every big shop wdncioiiv as along 

passed. 
And thought his '^ masliing'* znanoers 

would last- 
^l/UMy didix't, ana the tat and h^ 

„J-rioU''°^- .tor^-a old. eoW ^ 
' before •• ^ j^^^^^ed thousand tj^ 



.tfy 



I'o^^" 



*^^t.ed life, of cliances thrown away, 
^'^ work neglected day by d^vy- 
^^^i-simony. of l^oxiest toil disdained, 
"^'^y idly, of all resoixrces drained. 
^^^er story, with its old, old bitter 

^ '^lu the lips of every beggar tramp- 
"^^ti a citizen, revered and honoured 



the bay-leaf might p'raps have 
^^^y brow. 

filled with happiness xny fatlxor*s 

■^^it which cursed me have only stootL 

^ else I'm going to throvr the lilaxrie, 
and for myself, I'll bear the \>itVe:ir 



i^gged coat, it's brushed and cleaxi, 
and threadbare, too, at every steaxiv \ 
oes f The mud and wet go thro^igVi, 
? black in g-\>nish, though, sonietinties. 



Bftir- 
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pardon, >)ut somelxow to-nig^* 
:ig^ stxid. I don t feel right. 
visions of a fairy face 
r me, all around tilie place. 
colour I cannot define, 
of love and peace on mine, 
ag Itands my face caress, 
angel's hands "would bless, 
down to quiet life 
>een my loving, darling wife, 
naudliii ! Giv^^ me more to drink ! 
. sometimes^ to sit and think I 
ice, poor thittg, she's dead I 
b to know th^ life I led. 
for her, and xne, sHe's gone ; 
in lieaven f oir her son ! 
er, is he living yet ? 
8 lie his grief forg;et ? 
matter, all tlaia stiiff, to you ? 
word, it isn't true ! 
tn^ and aliw^ays will 
lemaa/' ox ** Dossy BiU I" 
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THE SPRIITO GIANT'S AWAKING. 

A. STOBT O* XH3B ClHCnmATI FLOOD. 

Job Thomsok had seen the bairns in bed. 

And had kissed osuA Kttie cheek ; 
And had sat and smoked his nightly pipe, 

Talking o'er the events of the week. 
His wife and he had chatted long. 

As they sat beside the fire ; 
They had gone over all their long-lay plans 

For reaching their heart's desipe. 
" "When stmuner comes round, Uttle wife," said Joe, 

" ru have laid bjr a. nice Kttle pile, 
And we'll move from this old dungeon here^ 

Whet© we've Hved for such a whUe. 
They are building qixite elegant cottages 

Up there upon the hiU ; 
And as Tve got a chance of buying one, 

When summer comes, I will. 
It will be so nice in t^^ Autunui, 

When the sun i» «oing down,. 
For you and the children to meet m6, 

Coming home fr«»» ^^"^ ^ *he town." 
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pleasant future, 

aven their bairns to keep; 

all of joyous reflections, 
em down to sleep. 

* * 

hais where the snow had lain, 
iant Spring took to roaming agafn. 
, he rose and melted the snow, 
his limbs, o'er the Earth to go. 
5 for the homes of men, 
and foster the Earth agiin ; 
and Ice melted before his face, 
the mountains in headlong race, 
river, the snow on the hilJ, 

the Spring Giant's weighty will ; 
flood down the valley's side, 

sweeping before theii- tide 
n their way without hindrance or let, 
way from the Oiant to get. 

1 their terrible onward course, 
village, nor beast, nor horse ; 
lown as a sickle the hay, 

nd bridges to them were play, 
he valleys they raged and tore, 
it after, the Ocean before. 
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The SpT^hx^ GictnC^ Aioafcing- 

ITuheeding, mvearing, loxig penVuv,!^^^ ^ 
Away from tbe Oiaiit 1 i^way, to t\ie s®^ 

Jj>e Thomson lay sleepUig beside \us v:it**^ 
™s partner of years, tKe joy of VisUf^ » 
*^en he tixrxied in liis sliairil^ers^ atiAl^*^ 
^3 of rusliiii^ Mraters tli« streets axoui^^ 
^iit ills sleep -^^as KeiL w, so Ke closed Hi 
^^r thought from his partner'^ side to i 

Then the rixshing soiiricl still loiader grc 
And one of liis cUildrexi oa-n^e to the i 
''^ Father!" ho cried, " toll us, what sha 
The ri vein's come iip, a.ncl has flooded 
Joe Thomson jumped out of his bed so 
"The riv^ex- !" aod rushed to tlie wijicj 
And ther^ ixi t,he streets, to liis ^reat aj^ 
Tfte ri\^ex- w-as ru^shing with mi^ht ai^^ 
With mix^d distracted, he ran downsiai^,^ 
The wa.te^ was rnshing otx everj^ s,cj^ ^ 
Over the carpet, and under the ch^r,^ ^ 
Tn^t tho door in its headlong tide/ 
* * ♦ • 

^ ,w the Kiox^iog, <^old and grej.. 



t p' 



^ Sat «l\ently 1*^ *d * r«i^^"^^ tol^no^- 
Was all tW ^^''^ • ,yje water tore, 

JLnd down tlirougt^^^Oce^^o^ now fr^. 
TAe Gia,T.t behind. t& ^^^ pe^ ^ ^^^ ge^l 

^'I'a^ f x-om the (^^^ 




.11, re.t in P^'^O y«^^,„^b the V^"^ { 
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Nature Sad. gj 

I*oor Moke f ^t last you're dead, 

Wen, JEL. I. F. 
XJpon the sod you've laid your weary head, 
N^o more, in life, tb' aculeous weed youll bite, 
N"o more upon thy back tormenting flies shall 'light. 
Poor JkCoke ! you're dead ! 

Poor Jtfoke 1 A,t last you're dead. 

Well, reat in peace! 
Hard words of you, old chap, will ne'er be said, 
^'uU Trell and honestly, you daily toiled along, 
CompJainingr never that you were not strong. 
Poor JMoke I you're dead ! 

Oalne, WUtshir^, 1876. 

NATUKE SAD. 

Tmi heath is brown, the hedgerows bare 
No bright flower geins the aad wayaide, 

The meek sheep crop their scanty fare 
In silence on the moorland ^jj^ 

No lavrock, trembling in the g^v 
Sings to the earth its joj^ ^^ 
No love note sweet, no soft ^^S,^ 
jP Resound the bosky deU^ ^7 
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Magdalm. 

^Tis sad, nay more, 'tis melaucholj 
To think: that here on God's gre 

-Are men A^v^hose life is slav'ry whoL 
TJnbrolce by aught like careless n 

They till tlie soil, they make it yield 
Rich harvests that make glad the i 

But others claim the fruitful field, 
While they but own thek labour's i 

MAGDALEN. 

OuTSii>JS the Great Cathedral 

One l>itter winter night, 
Oazne » Ixomelew, starving wan<i^,^ 

Not another soul in agight. 
Her Ufe had been one long tAtx^vag 

She Bhaddered as she «tood therj- 

For she ^o^-^^^^^Tf ^^ ^^^ Holy g;ound 
Before she had been aware. 

Who shaU say that «>m^ Christmas angel 
Had not led her to thi,t p^^^ ^' 

That she -if * 72^^ -^ W ainning 
And partake of fleave^,^^ 
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J'rom her bear' «= forgi*^®"' , r-k -. 

^ ^«Vho»haa8*y* tenement. 
-«>i<3 x^ot accep* be' ^^^^„ above? 
-^^-^i-d uke bar «> , • 

*^ *^*:^*. porch of ^^fZdy he '«"-*■ 
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THE XJTTLE TINS. 

What woaM ye do without *em f 

That's -wliatt I want to know ! 
Why, y<yu, most be a crosty old badielor 

If diilder w^orries you so ! 
Mischievous imps, eh? 

I calls 'em sngele, wanting wings! 
Why their mhacbiefs only fun, 

Th* ain't no wickedness in them things! 
Did ye ever see 'em sleepin'? 

Th* ain't no mischief nor wickednea then, 
Ye never see such innercent sleep 

On the pillers o* growed up men I 
They makes such an 'orrible noise, eh? 
Well, their voices is loud and shriU, 
But ifs flies and superfluous ws^nxdnt^ 

It isn't men they kill! 
Picks flow'rs and breaks yer winders p 
WeU, supposing as they do I 

They don't pick P-j^^' ^^ Winto houses; 
Least, not the ones I kno^. 



61 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



^5 The Uttle 'Uns. 

An' look here, they don't chisel and chouse. 

An' rob poor folks of their rights ; 
An% whil^ l^ome poor people is starvin', 
They donH hooze ao* feed o* nights! 
They eats sweets, an' apples^ an' oakes, 

An' lifcea 'em too, I'll go Imi^; 
An' looU here, no matter how nin©h thc^ eats 

Thdr appetites never fedls I 
They graw np fine youn^ Mhom^ to<^ 

And figbts for theur country an' Queen ? 
If 't waro't for our darlin' boys, Mister, 
\(rhere wonld Old England ha» been I 
All' see here, I'll 1^1 you somethiu' 

It's worth wMle havin' »em for^ 
For the honest kisses ftey g,^t ^^ ^.^^ 

When yeroomeshotne from work, oh, Lor' 
With their eyes all sparklki' an' beamin', 

An' their faces all of a glow-*. 
What would we be without 'e»? 

That's what I want to know ! 

Wanstead, JSssex^ 1881. 
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TTtrriBiBN ABBEY. 

Gkce thou wert a lu:>uie for pilgrims-. 

Home where i?ireary souls might rest 
Happy Tintern I lonesome oiortals, 

With tlie worl<i^s sad cares distressec 
Found within thy silent cloisters 

For the troixbled spirit rest. 

Ah I iow many iwrho had travailed 

On the battle-field, of life, 
Found within thy solemn portals 

Where but peaceful thoughts were rif 
Rest from all the moil of passion 

From the world's dark sin and strife. 

Fain would I in spot so lovely 
Nurse my heart to peace and joy, 

Far away from nxart and city^ 
Which our highest thoughts destroy,- 

Where but thoughts of gam and folly 
Far too oft our naind employ^ 
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But a refuge now no 1^'''^^''"', 
Silent a^ thy turf-grovn»«^les, 

And around thy broken cc^nmns 
Clings the loving ivy, whiles 

High ahove the skylark smgmg 
Thee ofhalfthy woe beguiles. 

Yet in spite of aU thy ruin 

Thou art lovely, and I to 
Would amidst thy beauties bnger— 

Beauties of the hiU and plain. 
So I might amid such soothing 

Influence forget my pain. 

For o£ dun-ceiled towns and cities, 

With their ceaseless fret and moil, 
I am weary, and would gladly 

Leave them for the yielding soil! 
Yet it cannot be— stem duty 
Keeps me to the hopeful toil. 
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^neel upon thy kindly greenfirward 
^Where the red-rimm€ki daisies lie, 

fiver gazing on the azure 
As into a lover^s eye, 

Till the veil of night o'erspread it 
i^hen to slumber's arms they hie ; 

Sit upon thy crumbling tower 
liVhere the ivy loves to dimby 

Making thee with its young fingers 
Half forget the lapse of time. 

And where breezes sweetly laden 
Sing to thee their mystic rhyme, 

Fare-ye-well, ye silent ruins ! 

Fare-ye-well, ye hills so green I 
And ye fragrant, murmuring pine woods, 

Fare-ye-well ; for ne*er I ween 
Shall I more in beauty see ye 

As this jewelled day I've seen. 
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A eOUrS EXCUBSION. 

a;iliS Hf lb Ifdd nliirlf lacil 
> tuMotuvS tita Mhi& iiC Ltf«V iluirt i(»iQ« 
&j. ' . 'niMftvbi' t%til.«tfiiiiekid tin*, 

Tn , " • - 1 ► kT» oi Dc_' : i: •. .■ : tii^ Uhi^-wotq %wtSMfj 
T ' rifiiblf! ftif ixu iburl bn^ 

A dliur^ty •cjrmoo ^f '' OiVf to t&« f^oor, 

Ijut (iAtii tboK trli43 b^iiik vbAi / dti ool Vu^ * 
Tbia «illifen^« ural did lutt «r^ b) %lAt 

Bui (kW QO W 1 iplffBiM pftlMe fiAT, 

Wt^ all Uie htate <»f kk fk^w^foaad ip^ed. 
Uai iii# «if v«i lull of # |i9|U hmnU I 



7f A SouFs Excurdon. 

Old men and youths were imbibing drinlE, 
The money they spent made a rollioking chink ; 
There was laughter loud, but the soul, I think, 
Saw happUiesB absent and joy as welL 

Then he flew up the street to a mansion fair, 
From whose windows the strains of music camoi 

And filled with sweetness the midnight air, 
like Lo?e*s soft light on the breath of shame. 

But he didn't stay, though the joy seemed great, 
For his quick eye lit on a sadder sight ; ^ 

A woman in rags passed the great bronze gate, 
And he followed her into the cold dark night. 

She glanced with eyes that were fierce and wild 

With hunger's pitiless fiame^ 
While she clasped to her. bosom her starving child 

(The proof of her Ipve and shame). 

But she passed along down the stony street 

With a faint, despairing cry ; 
And found, 'neath a porch, a cold, hard seat^ 

Where idie sat alone— to die. 

Then the miser's soul flew on once more, 
On through the city's darkest parts \ ' 

To see if, perchance, among the poor 
There were softer motiyea in men's hearts. 
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A SouPs Eacurnon. T3 

He saw the poor in dirt and negleet^ 

In yice and ignorance steeped tb^ fill ; 
And he stopped a moment to gaze and reflect, 

Wond'ring if tmly such were God^a Will. 

God's Will that the rich, in satin and silk, 

'Mid lights and joy should pass their days. 
Should feed and fatten on wine and milk, 

And their voices in loud Hosannas raise I 
Should lie on down, should laugh and sing I 

Should lire in a diiferent world to these ; 
Or whether He willed quite another thing, 

But they cared no more His Will to please ! 

The miser's soul could not fathom this doubt, 

For he found that Loto dwelt even here ; 
That the poor within, and the poor without, 

JStill held each other beloved and dear. 
If coarse and harsh in their acts were they, 

II rough sometimes, was theirs the sin ? 

Rad the trial been made their hearts to win 
From their ignorant vice, from their thoughts of cUy ? 

The minutes sped, and the miser's soul 

Sought relief from the city's darksome shade, 

In the country side, in the woodland glade, 
Within sound of the ocean's mighty roll. 

Here the flowers grew sweet, here the air seemed pure, 
But e'en here man was cursed with discontent ; 

He longed for the perfume of city and sewer, 
For the mud and the rattle and deep ferment. 
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7%4 JPanutf B$a. 

And the aoiil ognchided 'twere better bf far 
To leave Ite world to ita own «niel epite, 

So flew Vaek to the mieei^ body, i^ere 
At kaife be eotild teat imii the muj ftght. 
• • • • 

The miser awoke next niom 

With a aew^foaud duty to do ; 
To help the poor and forlorn. 

To rescue the fidkn and low. 

And his soul rejoiced at the change, 
But gave no guess at the cause \ 

Nor thought any deeda were strange 
The,! niade Death in his iovtsteps pause. 

Fulkam, 1866. 



THE PASSING BELL. 

One more to the myriad and one 

Who have breathed their last earthly breath ; 
One more to the myriad and one 

Who have passed through the portal of death. 

One more to the number that rest 
In the dreamless repose of the tomb. 

One more to the host of the blest 
That have passed tbn)i]f;h thf teixebious gloom, 
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Onbf a Woman. *ji^ 

And hare mghted the mystical shore, 

The bonrae of our hopes and oar fears. 
And joy in the gladness in store, 

Or droop 'neath the forecast of years. 

Otie more to nnmber^-^ah me ! 

How soon is our day-reel tmwound, 
To-morrow for me and for thee 

May the same tenlinabnhim ao^nd. 

Hcmley. 

ONLY A WOMANI 

What*8 that crouching there oa the cold dirty 
stones 2 

Faugh I Only a wiMnsua— drunk I 
With a small jeering crowd around her, 

To see how low die*s sunk. 
Not so long ago ^e was courted, and sought. 

And made much o^ and talked about ; 
With her photo in every shop window,—- 

Hark, now» to that drunken shout t 
There's a curse on her lips would shock devils! 

And if u&Jigels Irom Heaven e'er come, 
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76 Only a Woman. 

'Twere better for her that she died at once, 

And they took the poor mad thing home. 
It makes sinners, like me, wish she hadn't a soul, 

Any more than a dog or a cat — 
Well, if God is Almighty, He's merciful, 

She was tempted, was weak, — He knows that ! 
She'd a husband, the scoundrel lives now ! 

With a woman, a fiend 1 Worse than she ; 
For that must be a devil indeed 

That plot's ruin and shame for a fee ! 
As this did, and drove her astray, 

And taught her to lie, and to hate. 
And then laughed as a brute would never have 
done. 

When she found her repentance — too late ! 
Then the husband, the dastardly cur ! 

Pushed her further adown the steep road. 
Till now she has sxmk as low as she can, 

And can't rise from under the load. 
First she diank to drown care and sorrow, 

Then to give her a false kind of life, 
Then because she craved after, and liked it ; 

P'raps he's satisfied, now, with his — ^wife I 
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m\u I - to b^ I : 1 ior the night, 
lay find in her tawdry, dirty ragt. 

lijavL i 4owji acme gcuUo-VDioetl Aiigel^ 



A OOUE'LE OP SONNETS. 
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78 Song of the Birds. 

Unfleek^d by eity*i Bmoke, aad heu Um liird» and water 

Singing betimes — ^he might perhaps hare shown 

A 1m begrndgiag paw, aad so bid flj 

The cares somewhat that linger with mj bn^fhter. 

If e*er 1 gradge the wealthy or the great, 
Tis not because I envy them their grooms, 
Their carriages, their horses, or their ro<Mns, 
Their fine apparel or their tinsel stat^- 
(I'd rather eat off crockery than plate) : 
They might have these things and much more to boot, 
Might I but see my little Ethel loot 
Among the flowers that prank the fields, elate 
With joy and gladness, with the youthful throngs- 
Heaven's foundlings shut from Paradise's door. 
Yes, keep your halls and luxuries, but spare 
Some of the earth to those whom you do wrong : 
£arth and its fruits are God's free gifts, no more 
The property of one than the soft flowing air. 



SONG OF THE BIRDS. 

I WALKED in the wood 
And heard a bird sing : 
Wip-poo! wip-poo! 
From a distant tree. 
As listening I stood 
I heard the grove ring 
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A low weep*Weep !— 

For modest was «bo. 

He skimmed from his bough 

To a branch aear-bj : 

Wip-pool wip-poo! 

More loudly said he. 

There came to him now. 

In a key more high, 

A sweet weep-weep ! 

From a green veiled tree. 

Then heard I their notes 

More mellow and sweet 

Wip-poo! weep-weep! 

AH blended in one. ' 

So all in their thoughts 

These wood notes repeat, 

Wip-poo! weep-weep! 

Till daytime is gone. 



EEQUIEM. 

Thb bells are tolling their mournful song. 

And idong t^e heavy road, 
A litde band toils slowly along. 

With a heavy bbok-palled load. 
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80 lUquiem. 

It ia all that is left of a <moe fair maid. 

She will oharm and sin no more ; 
The clay is left, but the soul has fled; 

To the unknown distant shore. 
Many have loved that death-oold fornii 

And have kissed those lips onoe red. 
Many a heart has grown passion-warm, 

But the power, the charm have fled* 
Lonely, forgotten, she'd crept away, 

To a comer, where all unknown, 
*Mong8t those who had sinned as deeply as she, 

She might pass away alone. 
Never again will her glorious eye% 

That have conquered hearts of gold, 
Glance swift as the bright electric flash, 

And passions sway and hold. 
Never again shall the bell-like voice 

Charm the souls of men away, 
The voice is dead, and the flashing eyes 

No more shall exert their sway. 
Never again shall the silken hair 

Catch and hold men's soub in its braid, 
The mesh is torn, and the perfume rare 

In the cold dark grave is laid. . 
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IHok Hewlett. 81 

The bells are tolling tbeir mournful sod^, 
None so mournful as this I ween^ 
'.^ The rites o^er the grave of a woman forlorn, 

r^ Who was once a Country's Queen ! 

, . Queen of the hearts and passions of men, 

What shall her epitaph say P 
She charmed, she sinned, she ruled, and then — 
Was forgotten, and laid awayl 

New York, 1888. 
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DICK HEWLETT. 

Dick Hewlett? Do I know Dick Hewlett? 

Well, just a trifle I trow. 
What can you want with Dick Hewlett ? 

He isn't about just now. 

YouVe come from London o' purpose 
To see him ? Well, that's too bad 1 

It's may be about the property 
Of his nnde, he ought to a' had? 

Yes ? Well ! well I just to think o't ! 

And may be it's all come right? 
Dear me ! If he'd a' been liring 

What a dnnk we'd had to-night I 
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Pick BetffkH. 

Tm, dead, sir ! Detd, to my Borrow ! — 
He died just three months ago. 

He lies ap there in the churchyard 
Hard by where the primroses grow. 

Yon^d like me to show yoa hii) grave-^stead, 
And tell you the way he died? 

Well, no one could do that better ; 
For I was the last by his side. 

For Dick an' me were as brothers — 
From boys were seldom apart : — 

He'd a love that clung like a woman's, . 
And almost as tender a heart. 

It's hard to keep tears from starting 

Whenever 1 think of Dick : 
But there's his gravestone — there, sir, 

Just where the flowers lie thick. 

How did it happen? Well, look you : 
Yon stump 'bout a mile from land, — 

Sticking up a foot from the water, — 
That there is the Barber Sand. 

And the night that Dick was drowned, isir, 
A barque struck the outer edge, 

And^the more they tried to ease her, 
The more she went in like a wedge. 
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Dick EewleU. 8S 

*Twaa a calm still night, tho* mirtf , 

With the moon just oa the Wane ; 
So we ont with the yawl, the Thrifty, 

And worked her with might and main. 

There was Gedge and Walker and BromBgroye, 

And Tilden and little Phil^ 
And me and Dick and my brother, 

And the artist that liyes at the mill. 

And Dick he stood at the tiller, 

And he sang : '^ Boys, Vare <rf the stomp !" 
Bat hardly the words were spoken 

Tore we struck with a terrible bump. 

It ripped her along to ^midships^ 

And at once she began to sink : 
There wasn't much time for farewellS) 

And hardly a moment to think. 

Some dung to the oars and wreckage, 

And some sunk oat of hand ; 
Bat the artist, a doughty swimmer, 

Struck boldly out for land. 

Dick somehow that day was laoky. 

For he lighted the grating upon.; 
Twas enough to bear him in safety 

if 4)Qly he'd kept it al(Hie. . 
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84 Dick HewletU 

But I came floating by him, 
Just struggling for my life ; 

It seemed my end was oome, s^r, 

An* I thought of my poor young wife. 

'Twas the bitterest pang in dying — 
The thought of her helpless here : 

For a hard rough world for women 
Is this that we hold so dear. 

But it wasn't to be that time, sir, 
For Dick saw me struggling by, 

And he gripped me fast by the collar, 
And hauled me high and dry ; — 

Right on to the grating hauled me, 
While he sUpped back in the wave : 

I thought ^was a mischance did it, 
And held him a hand to save. 

But he would not take it : he answered : 
The thing would bear me and no more, 

And I had a wife to fend for,-^ 
And he was off for shore. 

And away he started boldly, 
With a " Good-bye" till we met ; 

But I f eared-r-f or he was no swimmer — 
He was putting me deep in debt. 
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The Bohins Sang. ♦ 85 

And 80 it was : the artist, 

He brought us succour soon : 
But for Dick — his corpse was washed up 

On the morrow — afternoon. 

That^s how my comrade died, sir, 

My boyhood's mate, dear Dick ! 
And that's why the wild flowers cluster 

On his grayestead — there— so thick I 



London, 



THE ROBIN'S SONG. 

My bird sings not to-day — my little bird 
That in these yellow autumn mornings sad 

On a bare branch of linden shrill is heard 
Chirping his lay half sorrowftJ, half glad ; — 

I watch in vain for his bright ruby throat,^ — 
Brighter than all the ruddy leaves that still 

Cling to their parent twig or groundward float, 
And sadder feel to hear not his sweet trill. 

The rain falls slant, the wind sighs through the trees, 
The Starr e'en hides him in his sooty home : 

No song to-day of robin's shall there ease 
My heartache or bid gentle comfort come : 
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86 Deserted! 

So I myself must sing to soothe my pain — 
Must sing to raise my spirit 'bove the dull 

And chilling weather, 'till it joy again 
In the bright clime where earthy care is null. 
Northampton, 

DESERTED ! 

Bain \ Why it came down in torrents, 
As if it never would stop ! 
As if the heavens were angry, 
And would wash us out neck and crop ! 
Sometimes you could hear the thunder, 
As it boomed along, and swore ; 
And the bitter wind in gushes, 
Along the dark street tore ! 

The place was quite deserted, 

For who'd stop out such a night ? 
Unless 'twere some drunken roysterer. 
Or the p'liceman on his beat f 
Unless 'twere the ragged wanton, 
Deserted — devoid of hope ; 
Who vainly crouched for shelter 
Under some doorway slope. 

Deserted ! Homeless and loveless t 
Out in the bitter night ; 
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With longing eyes watching the windows 

Within which all was bright. 

Deserted 1 With parched heart and weary, 
^ With huddled rags tattered and thin ; 

r Ahf where is the gentle Samaritan 

^ Who will open, and let her in ? 

Deserted! Detested! tJpbraided! 

With scorn pushed from ev'ry door ; 
What was once p'raps a beautiful woman, 
Treated now like a beast, little more ! 
What was once p'raps a dutiful daughter. 
The pride of some fond parent's heart ; 
This bundle of rags and wretchedness, 
From which all, in just horror, will start ! 

Oh let us believe that in Heaven, 
k Beyond the dark clouds and the rain, 

f Beyond the bright stars, far above them, 

Beyond the blue etheral strain, 
There's a God there, whose province is mercy. 
Who is watching this street to-night, 
Who will find in that vice-bedewed wand'rer 
I One spot that still is white. 

One spark of a fervent repentance, 
One thought of home, and of Him ; — 
I And will send, for His merciful purpose, 

, His Angels to take her in, 

' Boston, Mass.^ U.S.A., 1882. 
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TO AN EARLY DAISY. 

Thou constant, red-rimmed daisy 
I feel inclined to praise thee, 

Beyond each other flower; 
For thou dost ever cheer me, 
When winter cold and weary, 

O'er all the land doth lour. 

Thou faithful flower and humble 
When coming tempests grumble. 

Dost only close thine eye ; 
And^ when they're overpast, thou 
Dost raise again thy fair brow 

To th' fretful, wounded sky. 

When fields are all forsaken 
By bird and flower and brecken. 

And all is lone and wild, — 
And man goes forth in sadness, 
The only look of gladness 

Comes from thine eyes so mild 
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To an Early Daisy. 89 

We may, perchance, neglect thee, 
When o'er the proudly decked lea, 

So many a fair compeer 
Is flamiting forth in beauty. 
While thou, as is thy duty, 

All lowly dost appear. 

But when all these have left us, 
And we are quite bereft, us 

Thou cheerest with thy ray, 
Like one true friend, when trouble 
Path driven from us the rabble 

That throng'd our prosperous way. 

No parasite of fortune 
Art thou, to aye importune 

Thy cheer in days of joy, 
But e'en dost bless us meekly 
When winter glooms so bleakly 

All other bliss destroy. 

Penrith. 
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90 Four Sonneti. 

FOUR SONNETS. 



DATS, months pass by, and still no solace oomes, 

Or small ; the house is lonesome, still, and dull ; 

Thy cheery voice breaks not the moming^s lull ; 

Thy little hand no longer tnneful drums 

On board or table, nor thy fond, fair face, 

With its perpetual smile, makes all things glad 

Around and near ; the sunshine e^en seems sad. 

As though it missed thee from thy wonted place : 

It lies and dreams upon our bit of grass 

Like some lorn lover in a fairy tale. 

Then flies upon a cloud to seek thee, as my thought 

Flies out to seek, but aye returns, alas ! 

One burthen still repeating like a wail : 

*^ Gone, gone is he, and love availeth nought V^ 



II. 

The children sleep ; their toys are thrown aside ; 
Here lies a ball, there picture-books and bricks, 
And yonder, 'mid a heap of broken sticks, 
Dear baby's doll, armless, and but one-eyed, 
Yet all the more beloved because 'tis so ; 
I bought it for her but the other day : 
It had a pretty face, as people say^ 
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And Sissie dressed it gaily, made her crow 
For joy, it looked go smart, but soon, alack ! 
Its beauty all was gone, — yet it is well 
Beloved in homely guise, for homely things — 
The things that twine about our daily track — 
Make them a nest within us, where they dwell 
Sweetly and undisturbed by flighty gilded things. 



in. 

lark that at heaven's azure gate doth sing ! 

1 fain to thee one liquid line would write; 
But after all the great ones it is quite 

A task to say ought new about thy wiogi 
Thy melody or madness, or to fling 
A brand new trope about thee, though one feel 
The joy thou utter'st, and the senses reel, 
Like Baechaots, in the glory of day's king ; 
And yet what matters, minstrd c^ the sky, 
That fiU'st the Zodiac with thy heartfelt song ? 
Thou and I sing one tune, hymn one delight. 
Wing both one course, higher and yet more high ; 
Joy in one love, that thrones the stars among, 
And revel in delicious fields of light ! 
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rv. 

0, grey quilled bird that singest in the copse, 
What time sweet Spring, with all her beauteous 

train, 
Hath strewn with bud and blossom hill and plain, 
And set rare music in the high tree4ops I 
I heard thee ere the blackthorn calix drops ; 
One gush of song I heard — one long, sweet gush. 
That seemed to fill each green-veiled tree and bush 
With mdody that in its very stops 
Bred greater longings, — ^then I needs must go : 
But ever since thy song is in my ear. 
And will not cease ; it follows me by day, 
And e'en by night into my dreams must stray, 
Warbling of rural sights and summer cheer, 
That make me yearn for them whether I will or no. 
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THE GORSE. 



Thou bonny golden bloom, 
*Midst cold December's gloom, 

What brought thee forth, 
When lowering is the sky 
And keen winds bleakly sigh 

From east and north ? 

No other flower doth peep 
Forth from its winter sleep, 

Or dank, cold tomb, 
Save thou, bright, friendly gorse, 
That e'en the cheerless course 

Dost gay illume. 

Oft in gay summer's reign. 
When blossoms bedeck the plain 

With rainbow hues ; 
When through the fields we hie 
We pass thee thoughtless by 

And brighter choose ; 
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9i An Old Fable Retold. 

But now thou art so rare^ 
So beautiful and fair. 

On the lone moor,— 
Thou seemest like the friend 
That cares but to defend 

The lone and poor. 

I love thee, bonny plant — 
I love thy lonesome haunt 

On heath and hill ; 
And ever will I love 
Tbee, golden gem, above 

All other's still. 
BwrnUy. 



AN OLD FABLE RETOLD. 

Aiv aged man, bent down with toil 

And years of sorrow, 
Once wearied and fordone with moil. 
Threw down his load and called on Death 
At once to ease him of kis breath 

And cares to-morrow. 
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Sondeau. 95 

All in a trice grim death was there. 

Ahy how the poor old man did stare, 

And how his reins did stir ! 

" O dear good sir," 

Quoth he, " Fve dropped the bundle down 

That I have got to take to town, 

Pray help me pick it up again, 

And soon I'll hurry o'er the plain." 

And so he did — 

Death chuckled meanwhile and him hid. 



• RONDEAU. 

*' I can't get out," sang Yorick's bird, 
By freedom's longings inly spurred : 
So human souls, with yearnings deep, 
Pine 'neath restraints that constant keep 
Their weary feet from bournes preferred. 

0, who 'mid earthly hopes deferred, 
Hath not at times felt strongly stirred 
To worry like the starr, and threap 
'* I can't get out ?" 
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96 Song. 

For life a cage is, and oft heard 
Are paeans from without — a word, 
A line — ^that luring swell and sweep, 
And oft-times make the spirit weep, 
Complaining like the prison'd bird, 
" I can't get out r 
Hanley. 



SONG. 

Mt heart it is sad, lore, 
I scarcely know why; 

Perhaps it may cmne from 
The grief in your eye. 

I fain all would give you . 

That heaven could hold— 
Joy, blessing, contentment, 

iTour heart to mfold. 

But the earth has its sadness, 

And ever 'tis nigh, 
Twin brother to gladness 

That comes with a sigh. 
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Yet grieve not too sadly. 
The morrow will come, 
With laughter and sunshine, 
And see ue weU home. 
Frank/ort-a-M, 



EONDEAU. 

*• Light, more light !" the poet cried^ 
As on the bed of death he sighed 
For that which all his life he'd sought ; 
And as he^d found by it had wrought 
In hope thereby all men to guide. 

And who that hath life's dim w^y hied 
With yearnings to the better side, 
But hath at times sighed^ half distraught—- 
"Light, more light!" 

Dark places yet on earth abide. 
And darksome deeds are yet allied 
With nobler things, that long since ought 
1' have raised men up to higher thought, 
And still the cry soi^nds far and wide — 
"Light, more light r* 

H 
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LENVOI. 



These verses speak of wintry weather. 

And breathe a blast of sorrow ; 
Two despots often linked together, 

Twin "uncles" whence we've had to borrow. 

Dread furies present every where. 
In all the seasons of the year, 
Aipong the poor, of whom we sing, 
Clanging bells, whose tongues forever ring. 

No niere^ sensation do we seek to make 
With our Tramps' stories told in rhyme ; 

Winter and Sorrow ever stand awake. 
Poverty's dread sentinels for all time. 

London^ 1886. 
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